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an opening. Keep up your spirits, and pray let me know
exactly the state of your affairs. Be assured that my
friendship for you is unchangeable.

And now as to myself. What think you, my friend ?
Miss Blair is Miss Blair still ! Her marriage with the
Knight is not to be. I understand that when terms came
to be considered, neither answered the expectations
which they had formed of each other's circumstances,
and so the match was broken off. After the departure
of my u belle Irlandaise," I was two or three times at
Adam town, and, upon my word, the old flame was
kindled. The wary mother, as you called her, told me
that it was my own fault that her daughter was not long
ago my wife ; but that after the young lady had shown
me very particular marks of regard, corresponded with
me, etc., I had made such a joke of my love for the heiress
in every company,* that she was piqued, and did not
believe that 1 had any serious intentions ; that in the
meantime the Knight offered, and what could she do ?
Temple, to a man again in love, this was engaging. I
walked whole hours with the Princess ; I kneeled; I
became truly amorous, but she told me that " really she
had a very great regard for me, but did not like me so
as to marry me." You never saw such a coldness ; yet
the Nabob told me, upon his honour and salvation, that
he had it from one who had it from Miss B.'s own
mouth last year, that she was truly in love with me, and
reckoned upon having me for her husband. My relapse
into this fever lasted some weeks. I wrote to her, as
usual, the most passionate letters. 1 said, " I shall not
again have the galling reflection that my misery is owing
to my own fault." Only think of this, Temple! She
might have had me, but, luckily for me, she still affected

* A heavy charge against Mr. Boswell, which nevertheless, as has
been seen, was probably too true,
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